Forever 


Author: midnight_moonlight 

Bands: Guns N Roses 

Characters: Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun May II 2008 08:29:38 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Forever 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s sad, it\'s pathetic but damn, it\'s been making me smile for the last week! 


Somewhere, deep in the house, a clock ticked, rhythmically keeping time. The seconds slipped away, never to be 
caught again. 

In the lounge, Izzy sat silently on the couch. The triloy hat he'd worn to the gig rested in his lap. A well 
thumbed photograph was clasped in his hands, fingers curled loving around it. And that's what he was now 
focused on, the concert now a mere memory filed away somewhere in his brain as his eyes and mind 


meditated on the simple image. 


wuwo 


"l zzy. | zzy. | zzy!" 


From high in the tree, Izzy looked down to see an excited Bill hopping up and down. The young man grinned and 


brushed long red hair out of his eyes, hand shielding his eyes from the sun at the same time. 
Izzy bent forward a little and tried to get a better look at him, as a small smile crept across his face. "What?" 


"Come down. I've got something for youl" Bill was still hopping up and down, bouncing from one foot to the 


other. 


His smile widened and Izzy quickly fingered the chain at his throat. He'd been wearing it for weeks, waiting for 


Bill to give in and get his act together. 


Shinning down the tree, Izzy dropped to the warm grass, leaning back against the gnarled tree trunk. Bill smiled 


and slowly got to his knees, crawling into Izzy's lap and resting his head against his shoulder, nuzzling his neck 
Giggling softly, Izzy gently stroked the soft red hair. "Hey." 

Bill pulled away and looked up at him, green eyes filled with sparkles of awe. 

"Hey," he quietly replied. 


He sat upright and looked directly at Izzy. A shiver snapped along Izzy's spine as Bills eyes searched his, looking 
for something buried deep within him. Eventually a smile replaced Bill's determined frown and he reached into a 
pocket. A moment later, a slender silver ring shimmered in the palm of his hand. Bill's smile widened as Izzy 
carefully reached behind his neck and undid the chain, letting the ring that hung from it slide into his own hand. 
With a shy smile, Izzy took his friend's left hand and slowly slide the cheap jewellery onto his ring finger. Bill 
grinned and admired it for a moment before doing the same for Izzy. For a moment they sat in silence, their 
hands linked and the setting sun catching the rings. Then Bill sighed and went back to resting his head on Izzy's 
shoulder, eyes gazing lovingly up into his. 


"That's it," he happily whispered. "We're together forever now." 


woun 


Izzy twisted his left hand, eyes momentarily gazing at the scratched and dull ring that still encircled his finger. 
He'd forgotten that he still wore the ring but he still remembered the promise he'd silently made to Bill that 


day. A promise that now was fast approaching its thirtieth anniversary. 


Flipping over the photograph, Izzy found the vow he'd taken scrawled along the back in his teenage handwriting: 


| promise | wont have sex with anyone unless it's with you 


A vow that had never been broken. 


woun 


The attraction of forever being joined to Izzy waned for Bill the second girls made an appearance. With raging 
hormores, Bill had disappeared from Izzy's life. 


Sitting on the veranda, he sadly watched as Bill walked away with his first girlfriend. A bubbly girl with big tits 
and long blonde hair. Izzy should have been happy for him but he wasn't. His best friend and only love had 
ripped his heart straight from his chest and pounded it to a pulp. The girlfriend didn't help either. 


"He's weird," she'd whispered as her and Bill had walked arm in arm over the grass. 
"Yeah," he'd heard Bill quietly reply. "He is weird And he's gay.’ 


As they walked away laughing, a single, red-hot tear had slid down Izzy's cheek and splashed against the ring. 


wun 


Izzy sniffed and wiped the ring. Even now, nearly thirty years later, the pain of those six words was still fresh. 
Running a finger under his eyes, Izzy turned his attention back to the photo. It had been taken on the exact 
same veranda that Bill and his bitchy girlfriend had left him on. The photo was old and fading, the chemicals in 
the paper finally beginning to give up. It had been stored in books and suitcases, man-handled and jacked off 
over since the day it had come back from the developers. 


Now it had been brought out from its special place behind the loud, clunking railway clock in the kitchen. It had 
lived there ever since Izzy had brought the house. The house was a bare canvas of plain walls and nearly 
empty rooms, just waiting to be etched with love and happiness. The love and happiness he'd been waiting for 
since his younger years. Now time was catching up with him. He believed his looks were fading and his eyes 


were dulling, the mischievous spark of yesteryears disappearing into his dark eyes. 
"l'm leaving and that's final." 


"But Izzy." Axl had finally reached the pleading stage, the final and most manipulative of all his faces. "You can't. 


| need you.” 


Izzy snorted and brushed hair from his face, reaching for his cigarettes as he did. "Not as much as you need 


every whore that hangs off you.” 


Axl's eyes went wide and Izzy was sure that he could see the beginning of tears hanging in the corners. The 
red-head wiped a hand against his eyes, trying to hide the tears. Izzy's ring was long gone, replaced by gifts 
from his different conquests. Sadly Izzy looked at them, wondering if he would have been given the same kinds 


of gifts if he'd only played the rock star game. 


Sighing, he'd turned from the quietly weeping Axl and left, taking everything with him. Including his dream. 


wvunu 


Although he'd never had sex in the traditional sense, Izzy had had numerous hand and blowjobs over the years. 
Each act had racked him with guilt, making him think and wonder. Had he unintentionally broken his promise to 
Bill by letting some girl blow him? Yet he never got anything from them except a quick way to reach orgasm. 


For a few years, he'd lived the lie of pretending to be married. It had been a way to explain the ring and to put 
his friends off the scent. Everything had been there in a box file, including the marriage license and divorce 
papers that he'd had faked. But like every other lie he'd told to cover up the truth, that one had finally died as 


well and lzzy had crawled into his dark hole to lick his wounds. 


Swallowing, he looked down at the photo, the image forever burned into his mind. Yet, no matter how often he 
looked at it, he always found a new detail. The curve of Bill's nose, the position of their fingers, the way their 


hair melded together. So young, so beautiful, so naive. 


The photograph showed them sitting, curled up, on the veranda Their hands were clasped together, pointing 
towards the camera and showing off the rings. Bill's lips were attached to his cheek, his cheeky eyes sparkling 
for the lens as Izzy smiled his shy, teenager-in-love, smile. The photograph had travelled the world with him, 
quietly being drawn out whenever Izzy had needed a moment of happiness. It had been pulled out in the heat of 
passion when, with his hand wrapped around his cock, he'd needed a reminder of why he wasn't fucking 


someore else. 


wun 


The nights following his departure had been long and lonely. At least when he was in the band he could bang on 
someone's door if he needed someone to talk to. Someone to bullshit with about fucking girls. Someone to take 
the loneliness nulling drugs with. And once he was high, he'd struggle back to his room and rest his head 
against the mirror and have heroin drenched sex with himself as dreams of Bill flowed through the dreamy 


high. 


wun 


Lost deep in thought, he didn't hear the phone ringing, his mind a million miles away back in the past. It took 


him several seconds to come out of his trance as the answering machine clicked on. 
"This is Izzy's answering machine. l'm not here but you know what to do" BEEP! 


Izzy sat bolt upright, the hat and photo falling to the ground, as the caller spoke. "Jeff, answer the phone." 


Forever More 


"Jeff, | know you're there" 

Izzy was up like a shot, hand shooting for the phone. Pressing the answer button, he held it to his ear. 
"Im here 

"| know you're there," Axl sighed. "You're always there” 


Izzy sighed and scratched the back of his head. They'd only been on stage together a few hours before but 
they hadn't spoken. It had been a quick nod before the lights had gone up and the crowd had screamed. 


"How you doin' 122?" he awkwardly asked. 
Izzy shrugged, momentarily forgetting that he was on the phone. "Good. Tired. A little lonely. And you?" 
There was a pause before Izzy got his reply. "Same as. How do you feel it went?" 


"The concert?" Izzy idly carried on scratching his head, not having much else to do with his hands since he'd 
quit pretty much everything except his guitar. 


"Yeah" 
"Good. Was good to see you again You're looking good" 

"Really?" was the surprised reply. "The press don't think so’ 

"The press live in the past Axl, you know that" 

"Yeah" Axl's voice dropped and became quiet, almost a whisper. "Can | come round 

Izzy felt his knees buckle and reached out to lean against the wall It had been years since Axl had last stepped 
into his house. The last time he'd crossed the threshold had been to yell and scream, calling Izzy every name 


under the sun for leaving the band. It had been over in fifteen minutes and then the red-headed dervish had 


left, leaving Izzy with a renewed sour taste in his mouth. 
"Now?" he choked. 
"Yeah. Or do you have plans?" There seemed to be an edge of panic to Axl's voice. 


"No, no plans," Izzy quickly stuttered. 


"So | can come see you then?" 
"Sure," he quietly replied. 


A quiet knock came at the door and with the phone still pressed to his ear, Izzy walked over and opened it. 
Standing on the doorstep, with an expensive cell phone pressed to his ear and a tiny, shy, smile on his lips, was 


Axl. Smiling a little, Izzy clicked the phone off and rested his head against the white wood of the door. 
"Hey," he whispered, his hands shyly gripping the door as his eyes swept over Axl. 


They may have grown older, they may have fallen in and out of friendship but the bond was still there. The 
bond that crossed oceans and time to stay strong. For a moment, Izzy took in the man his childhood friend had 
become. While he didn't really approve of the cornrows and new style of dressing he understood that they'd 
moved on from where they had been. Moved on while still standing still. 


Axl put the phone in his pocket and let his head rest against the door, green eyes looking deep into Izzy's. 
"Hey," the singer quietly replied. "Can | come in?" 


Nodding and with his smile widening a little, Izzy stood back and opened the door, watching as Axl wandered in. 
Closing the door, he clasped his hands in front of him and nervously followed Axl's suited back through the 


house. 
"How come you never decorated?" Axl finally stopped in the kitchen and leant against a granite work surface. 
Izzy shrugged. "Just never felt like it” 


Axl smiled and stepped closer to Izzy, sending a shiver along the guitarists back. His scent was exactly the 
same as it had been thirty years previously, a pleasant mix of deodorant, body care products and a subtle, 


underlying scent that Izzy had never been able to identify. 


"Never felt like it or just never felt settled enough?" Axl's smile widened and stopped in front of Izzy, so close 
that Izzy could smell the gum he'd been chewing. He cocked his head, eyes studying Izzy's nervous ones. "I know 
about the vow you made." Axl's eyes softened as he reached out a hand and gently stroked Izzy's face, his 


expression mirroring Izzy's anxious flinch. 
Izzy felt his mouth dry out, terror swamping him as he choked, "How'd you know about that?" 


"| found the photo Izz" Axl's face mellowed, eyes hooded and filled with a gentle love that Izzy hadn't seen in 
years. "Stashed away when we were on tour. Made me smile that you carried it with you. Broke my heart 
when | read what you'd written" Gently he cupped Izzy's face in his hands, holding their gaze. "But why 122? 
Why'd you never have sex?" 


Izzy swallowed, eyes wide. "Just because." 

“Because'?" Axl's hand tenderly carried on stroking his face. 

"Because I've been waiting for you," Izzy's voice was barely a whisper, his eyes dropping to the floor. 
"But why Izz? You could have had anyone you wanted and you gave it all up.. for me?" 


Izzy looked up at him, eyes sad as he nodded. He'd forsaken the traditional rock star lifestyle to live a dream 
that had many millions of chances of not being fulfilled 


"Do you want to leave that prison and start living your life?" They may have changed but there was still hints 
of the past hidden deep in Axl's voice. 


Closing his eyes, Izzy paused, mind racing at a million miles an hour. Here was the chance to give into the 
reckless abandon of his younger years. But, at the same time, waves of fear sped through him. He'd lived in 
self-imposed celibate lifestyle since he'd been a kid and it had become an impenetrable fortress, the wall he'd 


built around himself to hide from the world And now he had the chance to knock it down. 
"Do you want to do this?" Axl quietly asked. 


Izzy quickly made his mind up and weakly nodded, his heart pounding in his chest as he threw caution to the 
wind. A moment later and the lips he thought he'd never feel pressed against his own were there, gently 
caressing his as a hand gently cradled the back of his head. With his knees ready to give way, Izzy reached 
out and grabbed Axl's shoulders, desperately holding himself upright as he gave into the kiss. The nervous fear 
that clenched his stomach slowly unravelled, being replaced by a warmth flowing through him. A thumb deftly 
swept over his cheekbone, brushing away the tear that hung there. His eyes slowly opened and he found Axl 
staring straight back at him, eyes curling a little at the corners as he smiled. 


Axl silently took his hand and began to lead him towards the stairs and his stark bedroom that lay beyond 
them. To speak would have shattered the moment like a cheap glass bauble and they moved as quietly as 
possible, Izzy timidly following him as he had done since they were kids. He'd followed Axl everywhere until that 


fateful day and now he was willing to take a step backwards to move his life forwards. 


The bedroom door eased shut and Izzy found himself face to face with the crumpled and unmade bed, linen 
strewn across the bed, a sign that he'd had another night of restless sleep. Sleep that was forever plagued by 
the moment that now stood before him. Like a gentle breeze, Axl kissed him again, fingers gently unbuttoning 
Izzy's shirt and letting it drift like snow to the floor behind him. A shiver eclipsed him and he let out a quiet 
gasp as Axl moved and pressed a soft kiss to his breastbone, eyes forever on him, carefully gauging each 


reaction. 


Izzy's knees turned to liquid as tiny kisses were pressed along his chest and stomach, teasingly sliding lower. A 


chorus of tiny pants and moans filled the air as he sank onto the bed, his trousers deftly falling to the floor 
after him. The cool stillness of the room made his cock twitch and he moaned again, sliding a hand down his 
skin towards it. But, unlike every other time, there was someone else to do the work for him and soft lips 


wrapped around it, gently sucking as a hand linked with his, giving small, reassuring squeezes. 


Izzy's body convulsed as he let out a strangled sob. A sob that was filled with a lifetime's worth of 
heartbreak, frustration and pain. Lying on the bed, he could have imagined that he was back on a tour bus, 
jacking off to the crumpled photo. But he wasn't. He was here, in his forties, and finally getting everything he'd 


held so dear for so long. 


The gentle, almost silent, sucking continued as another cry shook his body, gently he pushing Axl away with his 
toes. With tear glazed eyes, he silently pleaded with his friend to finish what he'd started and release him go 


from his self-inflicted torture. 


Shyly wrapping his exposed body in the sheets, Izzy watched as Axl gave him a little smile and began to 
undress, his clothes crumpling to the floor in the same way that Izzy's had moments before. The red-head 
with the cornrows had transformed from a scrawny, Indiana runaway into a toned and handsome man, From an 


ugly, scared duckling to a preened and beautiful swan. 


He slid in beside Izzy, hands slipping beneath the sheets to gently caress him. Izzy's haunting sobs had died but 
crystal tears still pooled in the corners of his eyes. Quickly, they were kissed away as Axl went back to his 
gentle exploration, each feather soft touch re-awakening feelings Izzy had long forgotten. 


Strong fingers slid along his body and between his legs, carefully probing and memorising, Izzy twitching as 
they found his sensitive hole. His body tightened and locked as the finger swept back and forth, the anxious 


nerves making him feel sick. 
Lips pressed against his ear and the familiar voice whispered, "It's okay. You're nearly free." 


Axl's warm hands momentarily left him, his old sixth sense kicking in as he found the lube Izzy had kept hidden 
for so long, diligently preparing for just this moment. 


And then he was back, curled beneath the thin sheets, a finger moving Izzy's head to look at him as a slick 
finger slid home. Axl's mouth swallowed his pained and shocked howl, the finger moving back and forth as he 


tentatively encouraged lzzy to touch him. 


With his confidence blossoming, Izzy draped an arm over the singer's shoulder, his mouth hungrily feasting on 
Axl's kisses. A second finger joined the first and he let out a lower, less shocked grunt. The red-hot stabbing 
was dulling into an odd, rhythmic pleasure, every sense beginning to heighten as Izzy let himself relax. He'd 
wanted this for so long that he was going to go through with it, no matter how much he cried and bled. He 


knew that there was every chance of Axl reducing him to a wailing child, but he didn't care. 


The slow, relaxed stretching carried on, Izzy's cock throbbing in time to the movements as he smiled serenely 


against Axl's mouth. Eventually the fingers pulled out and Izzy opened his eyes, quietly watching as Axl moved 
over him, cocooning them in the sheets. Swallowing around the lump that had formed in his throat, Izzy silently 
prepared himself, reaching up a hand to stroke Axl's face. Smiling down at him, Axl placed his hands on either 
side of Izzy's head and slowly moved forward, carefully breaching Izzy. Pain flared through Izzy and he arched 
his back as he cried out, the tears of frustration being replaced by tears of pain 


"Relax 122," Axl murmured as he carefully stroked his face. "Relax and breathe." 


Squeezing his eyes shut, Izzy did as he was told, breathing in and out in rapid pants as he tried to adjust to 
the invasion. Axl held still, quietly whispering to him, his hand still stroking his face. 


"Keep breathing," Axl repeated the quiet mantra over and over, Izzy's warm breath washing over his hand. 


Eventually the pain began to subside and his panicked breathing began to slow. Keeping his eyes shut, Izzy gave 
small nod. Axl pushed the rest of the way in and Izzy's eyes snapped open, a low moan filling the air as Axl's 


cock swept over something deep inside of him. 
His fingers clawed at Axl's back as he hissed, "Again" 


Axl grinned and carried on thrusting into him, each time hitting the spot that was making Izzy howl and pant 
and plead. Digging his nails into Axl's back, Izzy arched his back and rocked with him, determined to make the 
new sensation last as long as possible. He could feel himself racing through his body, eyes blinded by the tiny 
star-bursts that were popping behind them. His whole body tingled and demanded attention, shivering as Axl's 
body pressed into his cock. 


Letting go of Axl, he forced one hand between their bodies and grabbed his cock, stroking in time to the 
movement. It didn't take Axl long to work what he was doing. With a warm smile, he altered his position and 
gently removed Izzy's hand, replacing it with his own. Sighing happily, Izzy closed his eyes and lazily draped a leg 
around Axl's waist, completely relaxed as he let him fly them both to heaven 


Izzy's orgasm was fast building, the thundering in his head louder than it had ever been before. Squirming, he 
panted and pleaded, begging Axl to let him come. The red-head was more than happy to oblige, giving in to 
Izzy's every little instruction and demand. He had never known Axl to give in to anyone, least of all him. But 


here he was, listening intently and doing everything that was asked of him. 


A second later and Izzy's back left the bed as he came, screaming Axl's name as the orgasm tore through 
him, his come splattering his chest and filling Axl's hand. It was all that Axl needed to finish, Izzy's muscles 
tightening around his cock as he watched his friend beg for him. 


For a moment, they rested together, foreheads pressed together as they gazed into each others eyes. For a 
split second, Izzy felt sixteen again, young and innocent and longing for this day. Axl's eyes captured perfectly 


how he felt, wide and bottomless, filled with an innocence he'd never lost. 


Then Axl was curling up beside him, a tranquil smile on his face as he kissed Izzy's temple. 

"Better?" he asked. 

Izzy nodded. 

"Ready to start living again?" 

Again, Izzy nodded. Axl's smiled widened as he linked their left hands and held them in front of their eyes. In 
the soft, unspoilt light of the moon Izzy noticed that Axl's fingers were naked of rings. Naked except for a lone 


silver band that encircled his ring finger. 


~~~The End 


